2O8                                  ESSAYS

A poor-devil Frenchman, who attended upon
me as cicerone, boasted with some degree of ex-
ultation of a triumph of his countrymen over
the stern regulations of the place. During the
time that Holland was overrun by the armies of
the French republic, a French general, sur-
rounded by his whole etat major, who had come
from Amsterdam to view the wonders of Brock,
applied for admission at one of these tabooed
portals. The reply was, that the owner never re-
ceived anyone who did not come introduced by
some friend. "Very well," said the general, "take
my compliments to your master, and tell him I
will return here to-morrow with a company of
soldiers, pour parler raison avec on ami Hoi-
landau" Terrified at the idea of having a com-
pany of soldiers billeted upon him, the owner
threw open his house, entertained the general and
his retinue with unwonted hospitality, though it
is said it cost the family a month's scrubbing and
scouring to restore all things to exact order after
this military invasion. My vagabond informant
seemed to consider this one of the greatest vic-
tories of the republic.

I walked about the place in mute wonder and
admiration. A dead stillness prevailed around,
like that in the deserted streets of Pompeii. No
sign of life was to be seen, excepting now and
then a hand, and a long pipe, and an occasional
puff of smoke, out of the window of some telu$t-